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game was up. " My coat is riddled with balls;
two horses were killed under me; it is my mis-
fortune to be still alive. Our loss is great; not
3000 men out of 48,000 are with me. At this
moment all are in flight and I am no longer master
of my troops.5'

The King's first thought was that he himself
was crushed and that therefore Prussia was ruined.
There was indeed good reason for his despair.
Even if Soltykoff should allow him to recross the
Oder and to rally the remnants of his army he
dared not hope to save Berlin. He had fought at
Kunersdorf in the belief that an Austrian force
under Hadik was advancing towards his capital
from the south. If he now attacked Hadik he must
expose his rear to the victors of Kunersdorf; if he
stood firm against them, Hadik would take him
in flank. "Only a miracle could save us/' wrote
the Secretary of State,

The downfall of his country seemed inevitable
and Frederick was resolved not to witness it. For
years he had carried poison. Before using it he spent
two days in arranging his affairs. On the plea of a
severe illness, he entrusted the army to General
Finck and gave directions that it should swear alle-
giance to the son of Augustus William. He advised
the well-to-do citizens of Berlin to fly to Hamburg,
the Government to make Magdeburg their asylum,
and Schmettau, the commandant at Dresden, to sur-
render on good terms if he saw no means of succour
when attacked.

Frederick's life-drama, it seemed, was played out,